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"Pradd and the Hidden Museum of Lost Paintings" 

I 

I recently found out that I'm a Clone. I wasn't supposed to know 
this. But I do. And I know it's true during every waking moment of my 
life. It's undeniable. My memories stretch back a whole lifetime. But 
they're not my memories. They belong to my Original. Someone now long 
dead, perhaps. Someone who took the money and ran. Probably lived the 
rest of his days in luxury. Maybe he drank himself to death. At any 
rate I consider him to be my father, and good old dad has never shown 
his face. Never met him. I don't think I ever will. 

It's tough not knowing the date of one's birth. I don't know how old 
I am. My memories are long but they're fake, an illusion set before 
me to trick me. Growing up, my first love, school days, joining the 
Bio-Sceptor Military Academy, my first battle, several missions, 
getting captured, one big crazy adventure in the lost Bio-Core, and 
escaping from certain death. All of my thoughts run into one another 
like people bumping into each other on a street. They're all real, 
everyone says either excuse me or watch where you're going, or go get 
some glasses asshole. 

My name is Pradd. My Soldier ID is 411. It's all printed on my chest. 
Like I'm supposed to be proud of my designation. But I've no recall 
of receiving the armor I wear. This means something is missing. Some 
vital personal history was chopped off, or, as I am definitely a 
Clone, I'm not supposed to know about. So, I'm searching. We're all 
of us searching for "Home". Home to us, that is myself, Scientist 
Bente, Doc Loins, Weapons Master Saggel, and Pilot Trajjek, is the 
Bio-Cloning-Facility that created us. You see, we want to find it so 
we can blow it up. All of us have taken off in different directions, 
looking for clues . 

As for Commander Hosser, he's not with us anymore. He's still alive, 
if life is a term that can be attributed to his insane existence. 
Bio-Sceptor captured him. Maybe one day I'll tell that story, how we 
got out of the Core. But for now it will have to wait. Anyway, Hosser 
turned out to be half -computer , and strong enough to rip a man's head 
off with a single punch! Yeah, a real freakazoid. I really liked him, 
when he was temporarily human that is, but once he was activated and 
went totally psycho, he simply scared the shit out of me. So we 
parted from his company. And he got nabbed. I doubt he put up much of 
a fight. He's loyal to the Bio-Bastards. So what, hell, he belonged 
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to Bio anyway, always did, though he didn't know it; or at least he 
belonged to the Al-computer that had invented him, that psycho- 
circuits-bitch which is Norma. Who is still out there by the way. I 
wonder what hell she's up to? As General Hoctar Prowler puts it ever 
so calmly, Hosser is the first of an Army of Super-Soldiers. That 
ain't no small thing. This is big news. And the known universe just 
found out just what kind of danger they're in. So we are looking for 
the stupid Cloning Station. The General said its called Gull's Feud 
and that it's as big as the Bio-Core, maybe even bigger. He's never 
actually seen it, so he's not even sure what it looks like. But he 
said the weirdest thing I never imagined. There's a twist to all of 
this. He believes no one knows what it looks like because no one can 
see it. Think of how hard it is to find a needle in a haystack, then 
imagine the needle is invisible. Well, fuck me, how are we supposed 
to find something like that? 

II 

Vessels don't go to the Cloning Station, they arrive from it to 
various locations. How is it possible for an endless stream of ships 
carrying Clones to continuously arrive but never return? Several 
theories have been laid out on the table but the most viable is 
usually the General's, because he has inside information on the inner 
workings of Bio-Sceptor. Bio discovered something called Black Space, 
which is in essence another dimension, and they have figured out a 
way of using it to travel in and out of Gull's Feud. The trouble with 
Black Space is that it tends to spread outward and devour, that is 
attach itself to that which can be seen, so that whatever it touches 
can no longer be seen. And another odd thing, something, or things, 
perhaps living things, intelligent things, monoliths, emerged from 
Black Space and started looking at their new surroundings. They are 
unpredictable, potentially dangerous, and there's no fucking telling 
how many of them there are. Bio-Sceptor has awakened something they 
don't understand. This has them worried, but it's not stopping them 
from creating their Super-Army. In fact, the manufacturing has sped 
up, increased. More and more of these Super-soldiers are making their 
appearances on various systems . And we are pretty sure the Clones 
will use the Bio-Core Arena to train for future invasions of 
civilized worlds. The General suspects Bio-Sceptor is getting ready 
for what he calls "A Great Dump" . By this he means the increase in 
Clone productivity is a prelude their trashing of the Clone Facility. 
Once they have all the Clones they need for their war, and they feel 
they cannot trust the Gull's Feud Cloning Station, they might get rid 
of it, simply aim it into deep space and get rid of their problem 
once and for all. They might try to destroy it, maybe they already 
tried, but Black Space simply would have none of it. Black Space 
cannot be killed. So blow that problem into space and let the next 
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generation worry about the consequences . 



If the Station is gone, well, so be it. We can't locate it current 
resting place, what chances do we have of catching an invisible 
bullet? The only good thing in all of this is that Black Space reacts 
to movement. If there is nothing to disturb it, Black Space will not 
give inanimate objects much consideration. Even so, its intrusion 
into our dimension has begun, the doorway has been opened, and the 
monster has seen the light, and it is interested in what it sees. 
It's only a matter of time before whatever else is in that Blackness 
decides to come on out and take a big look around. 



Ill 



Of course, all of this is based on the experiences, theories, and 
speculations of one General Prowler. We have little else to go on. 
While we're all seeking information, we have to take on jobs. 
Sometimes for the credits, sometimes out of sheer boredom. This is 
where this next story comes into play, right at the time we were all 
looking for the Clone-Station. You know, the invisible Station 
creating a Super-Army, eventually to be shot into deep space never to 
be un-seen again. I've already heard of Criminal Syndicates sending 
Square-Bot Detectives out into deep space, looking for anything out 
of the ordinary. Those little guys give me the creeps. They come 
cheap, they don't breath air, they live on solar energy, and they 
pack heavy-duty blasters that would burn a hole in your stomach the 
size of a basketball. They do not speak except to whoever owns them, 
they take no prisoners if you get in their way, and whatever mission 
they go on never leaves their tiny minds . I met one once in a bar on 
Seti-Yeti 13. The guy it was looking for resisted arrest, and Mr 
Square walked out of the bar with the guy's head in a basket. It must 
have pulled the basket out of its ass because there it was suddenly 
in his square hand. And then the guy's head was inside it. Worst part 
of all, it left no clean-up tip for the bar. Right heartless little 
bot-bastards . Created by a company called LostMetal DeathHold. That 
fucking company is downright evil bunch of bastards. If Bio-Sceptor 
is the king of bad, DeathHold is Bio's little independent psycho- 
cousin wannabe, which Bio tolerates, I guess because they admire Bio 
so much, and want to be exactly like Bio so damn much. Bio will buy 
the company one day and then they'll all suck at Bio's breast just 
like everyone else does. Fuck 'em, fuck 'em all. That fucking scum of 
this rotten universe. 



IV 



Mercenaries need agents, just like commercial celebrities in the 
Holo-Vids . Dein Fleet was mine. He was a soft-spoken, intelligent 
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con-artist, who decided finding dangerous jobs for ex-Bio-Soldiers 
like myself was better and more lucrative, than swindling rich folk, 
who usually have enough credits to hire Ten-Hitters, that is meres 
that arrive in groups of ten instead of one solid bunch. By the time 
the tenth group arrives gleaming with weapons galore, the target is 
usually very much dead, and then it's just a matter of cleaning up 
some of the foul mess left behind. Entire towns have been massacred, 
because the meres are never given any photo of their target, they're 
simply told to go in and shoot whatever moves, or doesn't move for 
that matter. Once your town is the target of a ten-hit you should 
pretty much shoot yourself in the head and fall into a large meat 
grinder because that's far better than being alive when they catch 
you and throw you in. I never much fancied becoming part of a ten-hit 
mere team. Too many innocents get killed. I prefer to work alone when 
I can. And I prefer to kill the guilty. I don't know, it's just the 
way I am. 

"Pradd, how are you?" it was Dein and his sweaty face was 
peering at me from the other side of the round hole in the wall 
between my kitchen and the living area. "Now, did I say I'd find you 
nice digs, or didn't I?" 

"Yes, you did," I said, trying to eat my breakfast, but his smug 
face was becoming annoying and I was quickly losing my morning 
appetite . 

"Yes, I did. I certainly did. I boast. I certainly do. But only 
to remind you and all the other guys, who your friend is." 
"You, Dein, yeah, you're the man." 

"You know, Pradd, I like you. If your original was anything like 
you, I think I would have liked him too." 

"Get to the point. Do you have a job for me?" 

"Do I have a job? Boy do I have a job for you! I could have 
given this sweet job to anyone, but I know I can count on you to see 
it through . " 

"Speaking of my Original, have you found any information?" 

"Pradd, Pradd. Buddy. Friend. Associate. Partner. My long lost 
brother. Hell no. I haven't. No way. You want information you go and 
ask Bio-Sceptor. Do I have a Norma main-frame in my basement? No. I 
do not. You know what I do have in my basement? A boiler-heater that 
keeps telling me to pay my bills on time, or it's gonna shut itself 
down and my ass is going to freeze to my chair like a tongue to a 
lamp-post! It's very expressive. Pradd, please, spare me, give me a 
break, put the alarm on snooze, I have no fucking idea. And I'm not 
going to hack into Bio-HeadQuarters for you, I don't know anybody who 
would, or we'll all find small armies of Stealth-Skin Soldiers 
standing on our front porches asking to see our intestines! You're on 
your own in this regard, buddy, and you know this. Please stop 
asking . " 

"You're a coward, Dein." 
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"Yes, we both know this. So, on to the job. This is the score. 
This is very special. In fact, I hope I were going with you." 
"No you don't." 

"That is true. But every now and then I do fantasize. Ever heard 
of the Hidden Museum of Lost Paintings?" 

"Sure," I said. "Moves around. No one ever knows which planet 
its on. Only the very rich can attend. And only one person at a time. 
Run by some rich eccentric named... I forget." 

"Mr. Info. A highly secretive and idealistic man. Who buys and 
sells information, and his only price is precious artwork which he 
preserves in his special mobile museum." 

"So what?" 

"He asked specifically for you." 
"Why?" 

"I don't know. Does it matter? You get to visit a museum only 
the super rich ever have access to. Do me a favor and take some 
pictures. I'll pay you handsomely. This is a double-assignment, man! 
This is the chance of a life-time! And I'll also owe you a big 
favor . " 

"Sounds fishy. What the hell does an old art-fart want to see me 

for?" 

"You'll find out when you get there. Maybe he wants you to kill 
somebody he hates . Maybe he wants you to steal a piece of art 
somebody refuses to sell to him? Or maybe he's bored and wants to 
talk to somebody interesting." 

"I'm not interesting." 

"Ah, bullshit, he saw you fight on the Display-Screen in that 
Met-Arena-Place-Whatever the hell it was. He told me so." 
"So how do I get there?" 

"Shit, I don't know. I have to call him back and tell him you're 
interested. Then he tells me what to do next. That's how it works." 
"What's the pay?" 
"A trillion credits . " 

"Fucking hell. That's too good to be true. For all I know this 
guy is really Bio-Hosser and he wants to shove his fist through my 
spine . " 

"I'll tell him your not comfortable with the idea. This is a big 
disappointment, but life goes on. But you should know, the credits 
arrived in advance, half now, the rest when the mission is over." 

"You already have half the amount?" 

"Yep. Mr Info is not known for playing games. We get to keep the 
credits whether you agree to go or not." 
"This is unheard of." 

"Listen, you should go. And not only because if you should get 
yourself killed, I get to keep half a trillion. Do it because there's 
another half -trillion waiting at the other end of this crazy 
rainbow . " 
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"This is nuts. Okay, you got me hooked. But you know the score. 
If this turns out to be anything other than the present description." 

"I know, if you live through it, you will come back and rip my 
spine out and feed it to a giraffe. Is there, by the way, any kind of 
historical reference to spines being fed to long-necked animals?" 

"Not that I know of. But I guarantee, you will go down in 
history . " 

"I see. Well, I'll call you right back with the pertinent 
information, my man. If you experience some delay, it's probably 
because I'll be ordering some mech-armor which will be wrapped around 
my body snugly and in no way stored in my basement." 

V 

The small-style city taxi-bus that arrived looked like a normal 
vehicle, with the major difference of having no seats to sit on. I 
sat on the floor, my back to the wall. When the hatch closed I knew 
there was no turning back. I felt myself becoming sleepy and 
understood some kind of knockout gas was being piped into the car. 
They didn't want me to see whatever was going to happen next. 

I awoke to the sound of a hissing-pump. I sat up in a bed that was 
comfortable. There was a bowl of fruit next to the bed. I chose not 
to partake of anything in it. The room was large and at the far end a 
contraption I can only describe as some kind of old-fashioned iron 
lung. A pump rose and fell feeding something to the occupant whose 
head was poking out of the large machine. 

"Come closer," said a deep male voice. "Come here," it repeated. 

I began to walk towards the weird gizmo housing what I saw now 
was a white-haired old man with wrinkled skin. His lips were cracked 
and puffed, like they were swollen after a wicked fist-fight. All 
along the walls on all sides were paintings I had never seen. They 
fascinated me. I wanted to walk over to them and study them. 

"You feel they call out to you," said the old man. "You are 
compelled, almost obsessed. Are you not?" 

"I guess," I said not knowing what else to say. 

"Go and look around," the old man said, a smile on his face. 

I wandered over to the first painting, "stars in the darkness" 
read a small white plate beneath it. The others were "green fabric 
and mold", then, "swirl of crystals" and so on and so on. By the time 
I returned to the old man, for the room was round and I had completed 
a full circle, I was overwhelmed and almost out of breath. 

"The collection is beautiful," I found myself saying but it was 
as if I hadn't said it at all, it was instead as if someone else had 
said it, had spoken through me. 

"Come close and read my collar," he said. 

I bent lower, looking closer and saw my name on his collar. It 
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was such a shock to me that I jumped backwards, as if I had been 
attacked and was ready to defend myself. 

"I am original," he said. I was starting to lose my breath. "I 
am not your father. You are not my son. We are merely brothers. Twins 
as it were. I used the credits they gave me to create this wandering 
museum. This is what my fortune was spent on." 

So many things were cleared up for me with those few words . 

"I am dying. But I refuse to die like this, weak and old and 
without much of a fight." 

"I don't know what to say." 

"Say nothing. Do something. Snap my neck. Your mission will be 
completed. You can go home. Or, you can stay here. This museum will 
always recognize you as its owner. For you and I are one and the same 
in the flesh . " 

"I don't want all of this." 

"Then take the painting you like the most. But you must still 
kill me. " 

I turned and looked at the paintings. I want "stars in the 
darkness . " 

The old man began weeping. "My favorite. And you know why? My 
wife painted it." 

"Tell me about her." 

"No. You don't need to know about her. You must find your own 
love. I will not trigger in you any memory of mine. Her secret name 
alone would bring back whole universes you would never escape from. 
And you will never be able to love another. My fate will not be yours 
as well . " 

I nodded. Without hesitation, before I could doubt, or question, 
or have a second thought, or give pause to my cruel action, I snapped 
his neck, sending the only memories of love that I might ever known 
into the starry blackness, never to be retrieved. Not unlike the 
Gull's Feud Clone Station which was probably at that very same moment 
hurtling out of control, thrown like a man tosses a bone for a dog to 
go fetch, forever lost in the star-less void of Black-Space. 

The End 

•k -k -k 
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"Saggel and the Raffled Outlet of Rage" 

I 

Bad thinking causes heaps of trouble and makes people like me to 
steal big city buses on strange planets and accidentally crash them 
into well-meaning childrens' hospitals. You see, it was the sudden 
appearance of ten severe-looking men dressed in black, running 
towards me down a deserted street, that forced me to break into a run 
and hijack the busload of average every day citizens, which 
unfortunately for those passengers, happened to be the first vehicle 
I had come across. Furthermore, the men had been shouting my name, 
and phrases such as, "We're going to kill you!" and "You're a dead 
man, Saggel . " It's this type of one-sided conversation that tends 
make grown unarmed men, like myself (who had up to that moment been 
on rather peaceful terms with my environment) force me to turn and 
run in the opposite direction and commit seemingly senseless acts of 
random chaos . 

I simply got on the bus, tossed the bus driver out and onto the walk- 
road. Now, had those ten men been armed with weapons I would not be 
telling you the story I am about to vomit relate. The ten men also 
had managed to procure vehicles, whether those vehicles had also been 
stolen (or not_ I have no idea. It wasn't more than ten minutes after 
the wild vehicle-to-vehicles street chase began that the bus in 
question, which I was driving, having been sitting at the time behind 
its controls, bounce off a metal wall and swerved, dangerously 
crashing through the wall of said gym, and caught fire inside the 
gymnasium of the disease-wing of the Bonithin Block's Childrens' 
Hospital, which is the kind of scenario I rather try my best to avoid 
doing. But in this case the tragedy could not have been avoided, 
unless I had decided to stand still on the street and let them kill 
me. Trust me when I say I never planned any of this to happen in 
advance, regardless of what any of the opposing lawyers will tell 
you. And all this happened because of a mere misunderstanding, an 
unfortunate case of mistaken identity, gone horribly wrong. 

The problem of my death occurring much too soon, and at such a young 
tender age, was soon resolved by the blowing up all ten assassins, 
but, their explosive end was not intentional on my part. Again, do 
not listen to those lawyers who will try to convince you of 
everything and anything not in my favor. You see, I did not tell them 
to get on board a burning city bus after everyone else, including 
myself, had enough presence of mind to get out of that rather obvious 
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fucking deathtrap. Apparently they had arrived at the scene of the 
crash a bit too late in the game and had not witnessed our panicked 
exit from the burning wreckage. It was a quick and most permanent 
resolution to a potential fatal situation regarding myself, of which 
I am very happy to say - I'm quite glad it was them and not me, but 
even so it was still not my fault. I'll never understand how ten 
grown men were actually dumb enough to run inside of a burning 
vehicle. They must have wanted to nab me with such a wrathful 
vengeance. And all of this took place before the terrified eyes of 
about one hundred disabled, gawking kids, and several hospital staff 
that had gathered in the gym to see an intimate one-ring circus act. 
One minute the kids were laughing, the next they knew their favorite 
clown was lying dead, face down in a pool of his own boiling blood, 
covered by twisted, burning metal. Again, I did not do this with my 
own two hands. It is a moment in my life I am not proud to have read 
about in the various accounts in the local news, let alone repeat the 
details of this sorry stream of events to you, the people. 

One thing always leads to another. How this particular crazy, bloody, 
bus versus gymnasium incident leads to the tale I am about to tell 
you next, I'll never quite fully understand that either. But here is 
the story anyway. First, I never got the chance to slip out the side 
door of the gym in any kind of this-has-nothing-to-do-with-me 
fashion. I did not run away as those lawyers would have you believe. 
Second, I had myself been struck in the head by flying, burning, 
metal debris and rendered unconscious, to which there are several 
witnesses, who are probably still in bed. Wake them up and get their 
asses over to this court. Those lazy bastards. Third, When I awoke I 
was in the last place I ever expected to find myself. And I have no 
recall of how I got there. It wasn't a Bio-Sceptor Law Center. I 
wasn't in some Criminal Syndicate's private jail cell, or local 
citizen ' s-arrest-prison, or some evil politician's secret lair. You 
know, that's not fucking funny, so stop laughing, I've been in a few 
of them and they are not a barrel of laughs. No one was slapping me 
around asking me questions I didn't have answers to, or telling me 
how many years I would spend behind bars for breaking any number of 
Laws. Laws I surely did break. I was there, I saw myself break them 
alright. I admit it. 

I was never one for amusement parks. What need did I have for looping 
roller-coaster cars or giant pendulum-like rides that swing 
retardedly from side to side? Where's the fun in that one especially? 
Hell, I once flew a D.O.R. through a rocky canyon so narrow that the 
jagged, spiked, rock formations reached out like evil, sentient ice- 
picks that longed to take the eyeballs right out of my head. So my 
life was already filled with plenty of excitement. By comparison to 
what I normally experience in daily life, amusement parks are fucking 
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boring. But there is one park that had always been far different from 
all the others. This particular amusement park is legendary, and has 
a reputation of inspiring stories that moms tell their kids on 
boring, rainy nights when the little snot-pickings can't sleep. 

You all should know what it is. Only the rich can afford to enter its 
golden gates. And even those wealthy enough to afford to go on this 
wild adventure are on the longest, craziest waiting list imaginable. 
They spend tons of credits buying multiple raffle tickets, and 
there's no guarantee that they will even get in at all. When I came 
to, opened my eyes, and unclenched my fist, I found myself staring at 
the most expensive raffle ticket in the known universe, to the only 
amusement park I ever considered ever going to if I ever had a chance 
in hell... "Destroy It World." 

So, there I am, trying to make sense of how in hell this wild shit 
became possible. That I would be in that place. Someone at the 
childrens ' hospital must have had connections to whoever ran Destroy 
It World. I didn't think I was put there to enjoy the opportunity of 
entertainingly destroying the city that lay before me. No. I 
suspected my situation was worse than that. Had the explosion killed 
several children? Had I been placed there to suffer for their deaths? 
I began to think the plan was to hunt me down like some hungry wild 
beast of an animal that had been the reason why all the beloved 
neighborhood pets had begun disappearing! I imagined a mob of angry 
parents, carrying torches, would come running, screaming, around the 
corner of an edifice any time soon, demanding the siphoning of my 
precious red blood via sharpened pull-straws . 

A small robot was now moving towards me, its blue and yellow head 
bobbing from side to side like a newborn baby that can't hold its 
head upright. What an annoying sight. I've no idea why this bobbing 
bot-behavior was so important to the bot ' s designer. But maybe the 
damn thing was just broken and it wasn't by pure design. It stopped 
in front of me and held out in its metal claw a paper note. I took 
the note and read it, "Sorry about the misunderstanding. It involves 
an unpaid gambling debt. Enjoy your stay at Destroy It World. 
Original 789. Owner and Operator." Well, son of a bitch. The park's 
owner was the Original Saggel . My long lost ancestor. He was the 
gambler, the intended target the hit-men had been looking for. 

I surmised that the ten hit-men had simply run into me by complete 
accident during a night strolling through the town doing some sight- 
seeing or whatever the hell they were doing, which is probably why 
they weren't armed in the first place, you can't just walk around 
carrying large guns, it scares the hell out of people. So, a sort of, 
"Hey, isn't that the sonofabitch we're looking for? Yeah, it's him 
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alright! Let's get him!" scenario is what followed. 



In the amusement park, the little note in my hand turned to dust in 
my fingertips; a slight wind blew the tiny particles away. For the 
moment I thought I was in no danger. At least that's what I hoped. 



II 



Human Originals allow Bio-Sceptor to Record every aspect of their 
life and flesh. The Clone Recording Process can take a long time. To 
be as precise as possible every procedure has to be repeated numerous 
times. The subject has to be very patient, because he could spend 
hours inside one of many Cloning contraptions which are studying 
every part of his anatomy and mental processes. It's not enough to 
make a physical Clone and fit it with just any personality sitting in 
the dressing room drawer of a green room of an actor's theater. Come 
on. The Original's very personality needs to accompany his DNA, that 
is the best kind of Clone that can be made. Body and mind agree 
better when this tried-and-true method is used. And, Bio, who owns 
this technology then makes just some minor adjustments to the Clones 
personality before waking him up, by embedding its philosophy into 
the Clone's very cells, making it more loyal to the company, of 
course, but not without some measure of freedom. Loyalty is not 
enough, a touch of independence must to be given to the Clone, 
because without free will, all you have is one rather large, strong, 
and guite obsessed, dumb motherfucker with a gun, who can't guite 
seem to stop thinking about you. Free will allows for that wonderful 
option most normal people get to enjoy called, the I-Don ' t-Feel-Like- 
killing-Anyone-Today-Laziness-Option . And Bio understands the value 
of keeping this option open and available to their extremely 
dangerous creations, because the "anyone" in guestion may one day be 
Bio itself, which makes Bio very uncomfortable. Hell, it would make 
anyone uncomfortable. One-track-minded killing machines don't give a 
rat's ass about considering stopping momentarily for a cup of coffee 
and a cinnamon bun, instead of continuing on to the target of its 
heart's murderous intent, whatever the stupid, crazy, or brainwashed 
reason is. 



Ten Fluid-Bound Master Clones are made from the Original, according 
to what General Hoctar Prowler has told us. From these Ten Sleeping 
Beauties, many others are manufactured. Subjects, that is people 
being Cloned, have been known to either die accidentally or go 
completely bug-fuck insane during the initial copying process, which 
can take days, or maybe even weeks, depending on the circumstances, 
so, Bio pays handsomely for that long, dark, look into the deepest 
darkness of your soul; so handsomely in fact that one can retire from 
life entirely, that is totally disappear if he wants to (an option 
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that Bio very much prefers), or, in other cases, invest that fortune 
in something really, really cool, such as amusement parks for ill- 
fated, diseased kiddies fast on their unfortunate way to early 
graves. An honorable investment, but your good intent devours your 
capital rather guickly, since all that great fun is being offered to 
the kiddies for free. And your staff needs to eat. 

Destroy It World is your purely commercial operation, with the intent 
of raising vast amounts of credits very guickly; it is the support 
arm of your wonderful kiddy charity. But it is also something of a 
legitimate scam. The rich know they are being manipulated into buying 
many tickets, but they don't care, they can afford it. This is how 
the park works . . . 

The city itself is fully functional and inhabited by what are called 
Semi-Clones . These sentient-but-limited-in-intelligence beings are 
humanoid but not truly human, they are some kind of soft-plastic yet 
still slightly organic constructs that walk around, move, work, talk, 
are given a semblance of life but they're not really alive at all, 
they just think they are, they're simply repeating a set instructions 
written for them that is embedded in their tiny delicate brains. All 
they care about is doing their jobs, and they are very easy to kill. 
Too easy in fact, and this actually adds to the fun since there are 
so many of them, the trick is how to kill as many as possible in the 
shortest amount of time. The Police force shoots blanks and are as 
dumb as a piece of wood stepped on by a two year old, the biker gangs 
punch like drunken, blind men more happier fighting each other than 
the actual player who started the argument, and anyone giving chase 
is too dumb to actually find you. You get the idea. The whole society 
is built in a day and falls like Rome every night. It's all a set-up 
for the player to win-win-win. Rules: You go into the city and get 
into trouble with the Law. Hopefully a lot of trouble. If you can get 
yourself on the Local-News, press Heli-Choppers will also search for 
you, which you can of course have fun shooting down, then go and 
watch yourself on teevee in some cheap hotel room, where no one is 
smart enough to recognize you, of course. Anyone and everyone can 
chase you if you piss them off, and you can pretty much destroy 
anything and everything, and you should, you paid a lot of money for 
this opportunity, so go for it. 

Just don't get yourself killed. 

The only thing you can truly destroy that's worth anything of any 
importance is yourself. And this has happened. One guy was so crazy 
with blood-lust that he flew his D.O.R. into a bridge in an attempt 
to kill every driver heading for work that morning. Or at least 
that's how the story goes. No one really knows if any of the negative 
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stories about the park are actually true. And you'll never know if my 
own tale is true. They will never release Display-Vids concerning 
anything that I'm about to reveal to you. You'll just have to take my 
word for it. My experience was all extremely negative! 



Ill 



The question is... where to begin? The old adage of being a kid in a 
candy store suddenly comes to mind. At first I'm hesitant to 
participate, but then curiosity gets the better of me and I want to 
try a few things out. Just to see how things work. 



I'm standing near a bench. Behind me is the river. Seagulls are above 
me. The wind blows through the trees. The park has to be inside a 
dome of some kind. The city surely sits on an island. The rocky 
cliffs across the river on the other side, they might be real, or 
they might be huge digital representations of rock. Does it matter? 
No. The sky looks real. Looks like dark clouds are coming in. They're 
set up a rainy day, maybe a rainy night. I'm not sure what they're 
planning for me. How long I stay there, destroying and destroying, is 
up to me. What I choose to destroy is all up to me. And surely my 
Original is watching somewhere out there, looking to see what I'll 
do. I want to make him proud. 



Another bot approaches. I take another note from its claw which 
reads. "Hungry? Have a hotdog in the nearby plaza. Follow the flags. 
Have fun." All along the riverfront are the flags of many systems, 
each representing all of the planets of the Bio-Federation of Unified 
Worlds. As I move, there are Semi-Clones here and there, walking 
Semi-Dogs, holding the hands of their Semi-Kids, enjoying the calm, 
non-violent semi-day. A day which I am supposed to throw into chaos. 
A sense of guilt runs through me. How the hell am I supposed to 
psyche myself up for ruining these people's day? 

"What time is it?" I ask a passing jogger. 

"Time for you to get yourself a time-piece, asshole." 

Oh, that was unexpected. I ask a woman with a baby carriage 
where the nearest plaza is. 

"You're heading in the right direction. You're not from around 
here, are you?" 

"No. I just arrived." 

"We don't like foreigners." 

She kept on moving. I think I'm starting to get the picture, but 
I need to confirm my suspicion, that they are designed to piss the 
player off. I see a harmless-looking old man. 

"Sir." 

"Bug off." 

"I just want to ask..." 
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"I am heading for my daily chess game!" He's shaking his cane in 
my face, it's rubber tip almost touching my nose. "And you are in my 
way. I will hit you if you persist on impeding my progress." 

"Okay." My hands are up in the air in an I-surrender-gesture . I 
still need more proof. 

I am at the plaza, and there are Semi-Men reading newspapers as 
they sit on benches, old Semi-Ladies feeding the Semi-Birds, and 
Semi-Children playing, running around the green bushes playing catch- 
me-if -you-can . 

I'm certain others have done the easiest kills imaginable. Steal 
a taxi, run over a Semi-Pedestrian, the cops would give chase. One 
can turn a small crime into an apocalyptic fireball by sundown. Come 
next morning nothing would be left standing. Nothing but ashes would 
be left. And the building crew would just come in and build it all 
again. Get it ready for the next raffle winner. 



So, why am I here in this stupid plaza? Is someone supposed to 
approach me? Do something stupid designed to make me angry? I walk up 
to the hotdog vendor. "How much?" 

"The hotdogs are free today," he says. 

Hell, I can't even steal a hotdog. But I could just punch this 
guy for no good reason other than the fact that I don't like the 
tiny, ugly, black mole on his left nostril. Then I thought, what the 
hell did this guy ever do to me? Then I thought, he's not a guy at 
all, he's a Semi, and that's like not really being alive at all. So I 
conducted some tests . 

"Hey, vendor, why is the sky blue?" 

"The sky is always blue." 

"Yeah, but why?" 

"Because..." he looked up, his eyes searching the clouds. 

"Ever wonder what's beyond those clouds, above all that 
beautiful blueness? People looking down at us, running this place. 
Did you know you're part of an amusement park? You're just furniture 
placed here to be destroyed and disposed of?" 

"There's a mental hospital not far from here," he said. "I can 
call a taxi that will take you there." 

"Did you know that's a programmed response?" 

This seemed to have stumped him. He had no response to that 
inquiry and his hands suddenly shot up to his chest and he fell down 
dead . 

"What did you do to him?" asked a man sitting on a bench. 
"Nothing, I think he had a heart attack." 

"You killed him! I'm calling the police." In his hand was a 
phone. "Hello? A man was just killed in the plaza. Please send the 
police . " 

"Is there another plaza besides this one?" I asked the semi with 
the phone . 
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"Another plaza?" 

"Is this the only city in the world?" 

"The world? No, there's another city in..." He paused, trying to 
find the right ideas. "What are you talking about?" 
"What is this city called?" I asked. 
"It's called the City." 

"Cities have names . All cities have names . " 

"The City is its name." 

"Who runs it?" 

"The police." 

"Why?" 

"To maintain law and order." 

"Has anything bad ever happened here?" 

He opened his mouth to speak but could not find the words. He 
also had a heart attack and died on the spot. At this rate I didn't 
need to find any weapons, I could just confuse everyone the whole 
damn City to death. 

Now I was attracting attention. Semis were beginning to gather 
around the mini scene of death I had created. There were about twenty 
or so Semis that had collected themselves in the plaza by now, so I 
lifted my hands and made a speech. 

I was stealing lines from a war movie I'd seen years ago and 
began rewriting it in my head as I went along, "Semi-Clones and Semi- 
Birds, Semi-Men, Semi-Ladies, and little Semi-Children. Semi-Dogs and 
cats and Simian-Semis too. We are all of us too often barely there, 
thrust into the half-life circus of nothing that exists for a mere 
flickering second of wasted horse-droppings. Approved by invisible 
forces beyond our comprehension, pulled this way and that, we shove 
forward, cutting through the thin threads of empty-space like wild 
beasts that break lovely branches as they flee from even wilder 
terrible and angry hunters. A day, what is a day? You are born in the 
morning and you are dead by night fall. And what is day and night but 
the flip of a switch on some cosmic electronic switch-board thingy. 
Well all I have to say to all of this is. . . "Nah blah tah-tah." 
Famous words uttered by that famous ancient poet named Bifford of 
Grithorn, a man so obsessed and empowered by his love for language he 
forgot what any of it meant and spoke nothing but pure gibberish for 
the entire second half of his life. People still thought he was 
profound and was merely speaking in a secret language only he 
understood. So they still jotted down his every word, and tried 
desperately to decipher the meaning of his great wisdom, and when he 
died they built a monument to him that still stands to this day; the 
statue of a monkey with an apple in one hand, and scratching his butt 
with the other. No one ever understood why Grithorn found that 
photograph so interesting. What is the humor in it? Or did he find 
something truly profound and meaningful? Is there something to be 
said about an unintelligent being doing something that is trivial and 
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simplistic, that can teach all of us the meaning of life? To war, to 
war, I say! For that is the only thing we must concern ourselves with 
now! We kill them or they will kill us!" 

All twenty Semis dropped dead on the spot. My speech was simply 
too profound for them. Their hearts could not take the weight of its 
truth. Oh, poor, poor, Semis. 

Then the police arrived. 

IV 

There is no human facial expression more confused (and yet somehow 
hilarious) than a Semi that cannot find the right words to express 
what appears to be a massacre of citizens in a public plaza in broad 
daylight. Well, I took this moment of silence to slowly escape from 
the plaza by stealing a police car. I could now see how this 
amusement park can become highly addictive. I remembered the story of 
the fellow that had flown his craft into the bridge. Perhaps it was 
his way of putting an end to his violent spree? Perhaps it was guilt 
that had caused him to commit that final destructive act? To tell the 
truth I was beginning to feel guilty myself. There I was driving 
recklessly in a stolen police vehicle, no one chasing me. As if 
someone else had taken possession of me I found myself driving on the 
walk-roads. Semis that were have coffee and cake were suddenly rising 
from their chairs and diving through the doorways and windows of the 
restaurants of their choice. I remember birds wings, women screaming, 
the honking of horns, papers taken by the wind, and then the Heli- 
Chopper . 

The Display-Screen came on in the police car. I could see the vehicle 
I had stolen, driving crazily on the streets. And yet, "Oh, cool," 
was all I could say. "Who is that crazy fucking driver?" If I stayed 
in the car I could watch all the damage I caused! But this wasn't 
enough. I wanted more! There had to be some kind of center to the 
City, a place where many people gather. Every city has one, why 
should this phoney place be any different? "Computer?" 

"Yes, Officer Saggel . " 

"You know me?" 

"Yes, Officer Saggel." 

"Am I good or bad?" 

"Irrelevant question, Officer Saggel. This City is yours to do 
with as you please." 

"Where can I cause the most damage?" 

"Subject is forbidden. Improvisation is your goal. The value and 
importance of destruction is different for everyone." 
"Let me rephrase. Where can I find weapons?" 

"Ah, finally, an interesting question I am allowed to answer." 
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V 

I stole a pair of sun-glasses from a guy standing at a bus stop. Just 
when he was about to open his mouth and whine I put my finger to my 
lips in a gesture for him to keep silent. The bus arrived and I 
refused to let him get on, waving my hand in his face. He stood there 
confused, but not confused enough to drop dead. I grabbed the bus 
driver and threw him through the open entrance, something I have a 
bad habit of doing. "Get off the bus I yelled," and all the 
passengers fled through the rear exit. I drove to Gunthrill Avenue, 
right up to Mike's Gun Shop. I exited the bus and went inside. 

"I am Mr. Mike Gunthrill, I'm the owner and operator of this fine 
establishment. What can I do for you, sir?" 

"How much for that B48-Electra-Static?" 

"Everything here is free, sir. Today's special, get one, get 
another ten also free." 

All I could think of to say was, "Way cool." There were 
teenagers standing nearby, stiff as waiters, looking straight forward 
as if nothing existed but the guns against the walls. I looked around 
some more. "Eleven Electras into the bus now." The teens jumped into 
action, leaping over the counters, grabbing the Electras and dropping 
them into bins that hung from the ceiling, which wheeled themselves 
to the front door of the shop, where the teens snatched them, ran 
outside, threw them into the bus and returned to stand in their 
places. It was like they had been born on those spots. I saw now how 
this worked. The teens were going to have a tough time keeping up 
with me. 

"Twenty Driver-Bombs - the Reds not the Greens, Forty Cases of 
Grim-Reaper X-430 Ammo, the yellow-striped Armor-Piercing Chest- 
Bursters - fifty of them, Tank-Killing C-50 Gatling-Cannons - give me 
seven of those, Street-Killers - do you have any Earthguakes? These 
are just Shakers. I don't want to shake their ankles - I want to 
knock them on their asses." 

"Only what you see, sir." 

"What the fuck is all of this? I'm disappointed. I thought you'd 
have the best stuff? Where do you keep the best stuff?" 
"This is all we have, sir. I'm sorry." 

I put my foot through a glass case, the shattered pieces fell as 
I snatched a Push-Over Special, you know, the kind with the smooth 
emerald handle engraved with a keen skull, a simple killing tool, but 
it packs enough power to take a man's head clean off his shoulders, I 
mean, you will find pieces of his head everywhere. Make sure the 
night maid has taken courses in night-vision-micro-meat-disposal. 
Surely the game could be taken to new levels if one showed initiative 
and cunning. The owner froze in his tracks, dared not make a move, 
understanding the authority of the fuddy-duddy weapon I was now 
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holding in my hand. 

"We have a special room downstairs," he said quickly. 

"I'll bet you do." He turned and walked toward the rear of the 
store. The wooden floor opened and a hidden staircase appeared. He 
went downstairs and I followed him. 



There was a vault behind a metal gate. Now that was more like it. 
Surely there was even cooler stuff in there. The gate opened for us. 
Then the vault swung open. The two teens arrived and stood to either 
side of the rather large vault room. 

"Yeah, you've been hiding things from me. Okay, two 6-KT One Man 
Upright Hover-Speeders . " 

"It won't fit through the bus door, sir." 

"The fucking things are magnetic. Attach one to either side of 
the bus. And place them in defense-mode at my voice command." 

"Do it," said the Owner to the teens who attacked the Speeder 
moving it away from the wall and removing it from the vault. 

"Good workers . " 

"Good for Semis, yes." 

I looked more closely at the Owner. "You're not a Semi." 
"Sir, you can't trust a weapons station like this to a Semi." 
"Why not?" 

"No specific reason, it's just never been done." 

"Wise move," I said smiling. 

"Yes, sir," the Owner smiled back. 

"You're not the real Owner, are you?" 

"For this particular adventure, sir, yes, I am. There is no one 
else to make sure you have everything you need." 

"Are you sticking around for the fireworks." 

"Sir, hell no. You seem to know what you're doing. Normally I 
might take the chance, watch the fun up close. In this case I'm 
staying as far away from you as I can. I am not crazy. I've seen them 
come and go, but you're the first to find the vault." 

"They weren't Soldiers." 

"Yes, sir, that's correct. What else would you like?" 

"The one thing that is hidden from my eyes." 

"Sir?" 

"You know, the best weapon. The one that can't be seen because 
it's hidden, behind some wall in this vault." 
"Sir, what you see is what you get." 

I put my weapon to his neck. "I'm beginning to like this park a 
bit too much. This means I'm getting a bit out of control, say, like 
that fellow who flew his ship into that bridge." 

The man was starting to look very afraid. 

"I'm not leaving without killing you, whatever it might be." 
"Sir, I'd have to ask permission." 
"Then ask for permission." 
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"Seven Eight Nine, please get me out of this mess." 

"Give him the gun," said a voice that sounded a lot like mine. 

"It's a gun? Something I can carry?" 

"Yes . " 

"Give it to me, now." 

The floor opened up and a glass display case ascended. Inside it 
something alien and beautiful. 
"What is it?" 

"It's called Death-Forever." 
"Nice name, which means what?" 
"It never runs out of ammo, sir." 
"Never?" 

"Never, sir. I don't understand the technology. I can't explain 
it. I have to go." 

"Wait. How do I turn it on?" 

"Sir, it never turns off." 

"How does it fire? Where's the button?"" 

"One button to end the universe. You will find it where its 
supposed to be, but for an alien hand. Experiment with it. Please! 
Let me go!" The man ran for his life. "It cannot be destroyed," he 
said as he was leaving. "It's the only thing in this whole damn place 
that can't be destroyed!" 

The teens were still standing at attention, like doormen at an 
expensive Casino. Of course, they were designed only to do only one 
thing, what they were programmed to do, move weapons from one 
location to another, and without showing any sign of fear. 

The Death-Forever was shaped like a horse-shoe, and you held it where 
it curved I guess. It was colorful, and weighed almost nothing. I 
wanted to try it out so bad. I left the Gun-Shop and stepped out into 
the street. There was no people anywhere to be seen. Heli-Choppers 
moved through the sky above me, appearing and then disappearing, but 
I guessed they were programmed to be too fucking stupid to find 
anything. The whole park was designed dumb enough to lose the game. I 
pointed the Forever up at a Heli-Chopper , and that's when an alarm 
went off. The sky darkened. Then patterns appeared on the dome above 
similar to the designs engraved on the weapon in my hand. Some kind 
of self -defense-mode had been activated when I aimed the gun at the 
sky above. They had taken every precaution to make sure the 
destruction did not extend beyond the amusement park. It then began 
to rain. Heli-Chopper search lights could be seen playing in and 
around the various rooftops and floating billboard advertisements. 
The City had taken on an entirely new attitude. Then a different kind 
of alarm began to sound, one I was not familiar with. Then came the 
gun shots . 



VI 
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Nothing puts me on alert, quickens my senses, like the sound of 
nearby gunfire. And these were no small sounds. They were familiar 
too. I flash-backed to my military training, tried to identify the 
loud booms. I had been fairly good at such a game, having heard many 
types of explosions and gunshots. But I couldn't nail down the type 
sound it was. So in my anxious obsession to understand I ran towards 
the bus parked nearby and said the magic words to the Hover-Vehicle 
which was magnetically attached at a horizontal angle. "Activate to 
my voice. Upright and ready." The Hover-Speeder detached itself from 
side of the bus, and rotated to an upright position, its quiet 
humming sound sweet violent music to my ears. I jumped in, abandoning 
the bus and all of its weapons for now. If instincts served me 
correctly being inside the bus at this time might be the worst 
decision I ever made. That would depend on who the enemy was and what 
kind of fire-power they were hauling, of course. I had to take a 
quick look from above at what was going on beyond what was then 
visible to me. The sounds of screams confirmed people were being 
slaughtered. I climbed into the craft. "Up fast," I said and the 
craft obeyed instantly. "Bino-Cams . Scan the street below," I ordered 
and the craft's cameras focused on scene where the rain was falling. 
I could see on its Display-Screen ten black figures shooting anyone 
that roamed the streets. The 8-FFC X-Ray Seekers in their hands shot 
beams of green light that scanned nearby windows at the controllers' 
whim, looking for any hidden targets. Brief but precise spurts of 
gunfire ended the meaningless lives of numerous hiding Semis. These 
guns were automatic shooters, there were no triggers to speak of, all 
you had to do was aim-seek and the weapon did the rest. They were 
Ten-Hitters. The first wave. Nine more would follow. There was no 
telling what the delay time was, it could be every fifteen minutes, 
or a half hour, or even an hour. But they were coming. In locating 
the ultimate weapon I had changed the rules of the game. Just how 
different the game was to be played I had no idea. 

The second wave would probably drop to the game floor in some sky 
craft so I thought it best to get to ground level and quick. 
"Descend, reverse, behind that round edifice, location: hidden from 
the shooters." The craft obeyed, soon I was on the ground again, and 
running into the building where terrified Semis cowered in dark 
corners, their eyes searching mine for signs of menace. I had no time 
for playing games . I had to find a way of killing off the first wave 
of Ten-Hitters before the second wave arrived. Otherwise I'd 
obviously be dealing with twenty instead of a just ten. I wondered if 
these guys were real or were themselves Semis . I made sure that where 
I decided to hide was opposite from the direction in which they were 
traveling. This might buy me some time to think. I looked into a 
police officer's eyes. 
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"I need to look a map of the City," I said. 

His right hand shaking he pointed. "The best map we have is two 
blocks over on Mertle and Winslow, inside the City Museum." 

"Thank you," I said. Well, aren't I polite. One minute I'm ready 
to blow every Semi in this City away, the next I'm seeking their 
help. War, whether real or simulated, always plays with the emotions. 
I needed to know if those Ten-Hitters were real or not, and the only 
way to do that was to come out in the open and show myself. Even if 
they were Semis, were they programmed to miss-fire when it came to 
the main player, that is I? I left the round building which I now 
realized was an entertainment arena. I got into the Hover-craft and 
that's when I saw the Drop-ship. Son of a bitch. My guts told me this 
was a fifteen-minute deal. The city would be crawling with One 
Hundred Ten-Hitters in under an hour and a half if I didn't come up 
with a brilliant fucking plan. 

VII 

There's something to be said for blind panic. It's value is that it 
forces you to make guick decisions, sometimes rather stupid and 
sometimes they're really damn good ideas. My idea was not so good. 
Even when it came to mind, I knew it was a bad idea. Like the worst 
I'd ever had. But it was an idea that might buy me a half hour. I 
aimed the Forever and fired upon the descending Ten-Hitter Drop-ship. 
It exploded killing, hopefully, all Ten of its Occupants. The Team 
already on the ground would notice. Damn it to hell they would 
notice. I jumped into the Hover. "Drive around, random. Avoid 
hostiles . " The craft ascended and took off down the street. 

Explosions shook the buildings behind me. The streets lit up like 
fireballs. They had found me. Their weapons had detected a moving 
target, even through the walls of the edifices. They were blasting 
holes right through whatever stood between them and myself, and they 
weren't going to stop. My next idea was one of the filthiest I had 
ever concocted. "Ground level, take me to a sewer manhole!" The 
flying machine complied. I got out "Lift the manhole, then fly 
around, random. Avoid hostiles." 

The manhole was suddenly in the Hover's magnetic grasp, and then 
it sped off as I dropped into the sewer. Aw, crap, I could have asked 
the Hover to replace the manhole but it was too late. If they spotted 
the open manhole and had any sense whatsoever, they might understand 
what had happened, and they would drop down into the sewers and look 
for me. And another thing. I hadn't told the craft where we could 
rendezvous. Smart, Saggel, real smart. I had just gotten rid of my 
best escape method. The chances of running into it again and shouting 
for it to halt its random flight path through the city was a million 
to one. And the chances of it getting shot down were very good. 
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The stench was incredible. The City was recreated in great detail, 
down to the feces in the sewers. It was imitation crap but it still 
smelled horrible. The Ten-Hitters above me on the streets taking out 
the local innocent populace, they currently wouldn't think of 
shooting downwards. They had no way of knowing that I was below them 
unless one of them was accidentally aimed down and his gun began 
firing automatically. Then they would put two and two together and it 
would add up to my own personal Armageddon. Then the sewers would run 
red with my blood. I climbed a ladder that led to the street above. I 
could hear gun shots, but they were in the distance. Then I heard the 
third drop-ship. Had it been fifteen-minutes already? My, how time 
flies when your ass is in danger! 

I lifted the manhole and took a look. Down the street I could see the 
third Ten-Hitter Drop-Ship. But there was no sign of any assassins. 
Then someone stepped on the manhole. "Stay down!" said a voice. 
"These guys are real, they are not part of the game, they are 
intruders ! " 

"Who are you?" 

"I'm your Original. I will do what I can. You are the bait to 
get me to come out. All they want is me. Once I am dead they will 
leave . " 

"Let me help . " 

"Stay down!" I could hear his footsteps. He was moving off. His 
voice had sounded so old, so used up, so weary of life. I think he 
wanted to die like the soldier he had always been. If he was going to 
die for me, I wanted to see it happen with my own two eyes. Crazy 
decision number two. 

I pushed open the manhole and exited the sewer. Using the columns 
along the side of a building I made my way down the street, always 
heading toward the sounds of war instead of away from them. 
Eventually I came to an intersection where the old man was standing 
in the middle of twenty dead bodies. How had he killed all twenty? He 
was one mean bad-ass old dude. He then turned to look at me . I could 
hear another Drop-ship above us. He looked up. Then he smiled and 
waved in my direction saying goodbye. The ship fired upon him, laying 
waste the entire area. I kept myself hidden. If it scanned the area 
it might find me, standing there behind a column. Then it struck me, 
the old guy had still not paid off his gambling debt. Whoever was 
gunning for him had invested in the ultimate collection method. And 
they hadn't desired credits, they had wanted his blood. And when they 
got what they wanted their contract was fulfilled. 

The Drop-ship ascended into the sky, leaving the City. Semis began to 
come out of their hiding places to gawk at the scene of inexplicable 
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devastation. I didn't need to continue the game. They started 
dropping to the ground, first one, then several, then more and more 
as they continued to arrive. They all felt just as confused and 
dropped to the ground just as fast. Before long there was a pile of 
Semi-Bodies that stood like walls around the crater that once was my 
Original. It was morning when the first bulldozers showed up and 
began cleaning up the mess. 

That same old annoying robot with the bobbing head approached me, 
holding a note in its claw. It read, "You have the opportunity of 
taking over the amusement parks and starting a new life. The choice 
is yours. There's one catch, you have to change your name if the 
Doom-Syndicate is not going to be encouraged to come looking for you 
again . " 

Hell, I like my name. I don't want to change it. I guess I 
should change the rules of the game and I'll go looking for the 
Syndicate instead of the other way around. But that would be another 
story altogether. 

I followed the robot out of the Dome, smiling at my good luck, 
that, yes, indeed, I had just inherited a rather cool Death-Forever 
unlimited-ammo-weapon. And just for the hell of it, to soothe my 
battered nerves, and calm my upset spirit, I took out that bobbing 
metal annoyance. 

The End 

•k -k -k 
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"Loins and the Bio-Wounded of Simram Valley" 

I 

The reason why I was on Reevan 12 was to deliver a large shipment of 
plastic straws to a warehouse in the main city. I always carry a 
sample-box of my straws on my person, for whenever I needed to make a 
sales pitch. I would pull out the box like a Soldier might pull out a 
loaded weapon, and I had become real good at selling straws too. The 
design (which my company had invented by the way) was called Pull- 
Straw, the kind that suck liguids for you when you sgueeze their 
sides. They was once labeled as "the straws made for the laziest of 
people". Well, that's a statement which proved that many people 
across the known universe are indeed truly fucking lazy, otherwise it 
wouldn't have sold so damn well. 

None of the ex-Bio-Soldiers that I know will go back and work again 
for Bio-Sceptor, because we damn well don't trust them. So we've had 
to find other kinds of work. I chose to be a salesman. My line of 
work is a lot less dangerous than being for example a mercenary. 
That's not to say I wouldn't join my friends on a potentially deadly 
mission if they ever really needed me; I've joined them many times in 
fact . 

It was by coincidence that I, being a doctor, was on Reevan 12 when 
the deadly space attack occurred and there were many wounded men in 
need of medical help. The second I heard about their plight I dropped 
what I was doing. I was no longer a salesmen for the time being. I 
was again a Bio-Soldier Medic; the term Soldier always being of first 
importance. I drove my Hover-Craft out to the scene of the awful 
carnage. Two hundred Bio-Soldiers lay dying on that field of battle 
in Simram Valley. I ordered my Hover to Down-Sink, and it obeyed, 
lowering itself into the soil, the whole vehicle now buried and out 
of sight. A tiny almost unnoticeable flag stuck itself out of the 
ground to remind me where I had parked it. The Valley was now a 
lifeless place. Where a tall green forest of trees once stood, all 
that remained were burning stumps of wood, smoke, blood, and Bio- 
Soldiers crying out in great pain. That particular Bio-Army had been 
camped out under a sunny sky, enjoying a restful afternoon under the 
many cool shadows of green leaves, when the enemy flew in and opened 
fire. About one hundred Phoebe air-crafts strafed the forest from 
every direction. Twenty-five had come in from the East, the same 
number from the West, the same went for the North and the South. All 
one hundred vessels firing simultaneously, and continuously, with 
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their best missiles and laser-fire and drop-bombs. They pretty much 
covered the whole area, leaving the few survivors screaming in pain 
amid the burning remains of the woods . 

All of the Bio-Soldiers still living believed they were Originals and 
that the rumors about Bio-Soldiers being Clones were all untrue, 
merely lies spread by Bio's enemies to bring down their morale. Well, 
the enemy had nothing to do with the rumors . The rumors were in fact 
quite true. They were all Clones. And so am I. But I wasn't about to 
tell any of those dying men this sad piece of news, they had enough 
problems to deal with. Most were already dead of course, lying about, 
motionless, lifeless, some of them in strange, twisted positions that 
disturbed my senses. Those living had lost arms, legs, fingers, toes, 
eyes, were badly burned, or had shrapnel in their flesh, and many of 
them cried out to be shot so the pain would end. 

I leaned down to take care of a Soldier that had lost his right leg. 
I applied healing fluid, as I did to many of them, which quickly 
solidified, stopping the flow of blood. 

"I don't want to live, doc. Put me to sleep for good." 

"I'm here to save lives," I said, understanding how he felt. 
"There's still so much left in life to do. A disabled Bio-Soldier can 
apply for replacement limbs . " 

"Yeah, sure, live to fight another day. You know, I always 
wanted to be a comedian." 

"That's the spirit." 

"That's why I think being a Bio-soldier is a big fucking joke." 

"Oh, I see. I myself, I can't order you a new leg. I'm not 
certified anymore. I lost my license when I went rogue." 

"Not as bad as losing your leg. You might have been able to sew 
it back on, if the damn thing hadn't gone sailing away in a thousand 
pieces! You got a portable cloning lab in that bag of yours? Make me 
a new leg, doc ! " 

"Not really. Sorry." 

"You shouldn't be here, doc. The Phoebes are cruel aliens. They 
didn't finish the job because they want us to suffer for a while. 
Soon they'll come back and finish what they started, and they'll do 
it up close and personal. Bio said these are revenge attacks for 
mankind opening up, setting free Black-Space." 

"Is that so?" I looked around, trying to count how many Soldiers 
might still be alive. 

"They'll be walking this time, those Alien Creatures. They find 
out who's alive and end them." 

"Is that so?" I repeated. 

"They're going to kill you too if you don't get out of here." 
"Any idea which direction they may be coming from?" I asked. 
"I don't know. What difference would it make?" 
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"A big difference, if we only knew. No telling how that bit of 
info could be used to our advantage," 

"I told you, I don't want to live!" 

"Come on, a chance to get fitted with a brand new leg? You're 
going to pass that up? It's just nerves talking." 

He dropped his head to the ground and breathed deeply. "They're 
gonna come and end us . " 

"Be that as it may, isn't it Bio-Procedure to kill as many enemy 
soldiers as one can?" He nodded as best as he could. "Did you get to 
fire your weapons?" 

"We had no warning!" 

"Then you still have ammo. Then there's a chance to put up one 
last stand." 

"Yeah, find as many survivors as you can, stand on the edges of 
the encampment and wait. Good plan, doc." 

"Good plan is right. You just gave me an idea." 

II 

Some people used our straws for more nefarious purposes than I care 
to mention. Once an entire swimming pool was emptied using our 
straws, causing the pool's owner to break his neck when he dove into 
it one foggy morning. Pull-Straw companies are being sued all the 
time but we also end up winning all the time. Many Pull-Straw 
salesmen collect court photographs of lawyers holding up the most 
infamous murder weapon ever created, which always makes juries burst 
into chuckles. The most famous lawyer's quote is, 

"Here it is, the most dangerous weapon ever, feared by countless 
worlds. THE EVIL STRAW! Deadlier than a nuclear bomb! Shake and 
tremble in its presence! Oh no!" 

Our lawyers take courses in stand-up comedy. I think that's why 
we win all the time. 

But my current situation was no laughing matter, and time was 
running out for the Bio-Soldiers still alive on that battlefield. 

Ill 

I had the straws, I just needed two more things, a whistle and a 
shovel. No three more things, the energy to bury alive those wounded 
men as quickly as I could. There were enough weapons lying around. I 
set about to drag those that were still alive to the center of the 
camp, placing them in a wide circle. 

"Tell me a joke, doc." The Soldier's arm was in a makeshift 
sling and his left eye was gone. 

"There's less of you so the hole I gotta dig doesn't have to be 
that big," I said with a smile. He smiled back. I shoved more dirt 
aside with the small shovel. "You'll be breathing through a straw. 
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When the whistle blows loud, long and clear, stick your hand out of 
the ground. Shoot in every direction and don't stop shooting. You'll 
be one of many doing the shooting." I would repeat this little speech 
to every man I buried alive, or variations on it. 

"They'll suspect something is wrong," said another Soldier. 

"They won't see anything what with all the Smoke-Spreaders 
farting out their yellow intestinal gas everywhere." I threw away 
another such Smoke-Spreader. 

"That's a funny plan," said the soldier, smiling for the first 
time. "Farting," he chuckled. 

Hey, I'm a Straw salesman. I took those comedy classes too. 
Toilet humor will be always popular until the day the whole universe 
ends by swallowing itself. They say the universe is actually shaped 
like a doughnut, but I heard that theory was returned because it had 
a hole in it. 

"Doc, I don't think we're gonna make it. Tell me a story about long 
ago. About Earth maybe. Something funny." 

"There was this guy who was really happy. He made everyone 
around him happy. One day life wasn't happy anymore. So he jumped off 
a bridge and killed himself." 

"Doc, that ain't funny." 

"You didn't let me finish. What was funny was what he said on 
the way down. He said, I lived a long life, but it sucked. My 
landlord was a monster, my brother stole my wife, my dog ran away, 
my accountant stole all my money, my house burned down, I got a fatal 
disease, and, holy shit that big rock looks hard!" 

The dying Soldier laughed and lay down in the hole I dug for 
him. "Thanks, doc." I put a straw in his mouth and covered him with 
dirt as best I could. 

"Hey, doc, what are our chances?" 

"The chance that they might catch on and start shooting? Who 
knows? The chance that they'll think everyone is dead and they leave 
this place? We can only hope." I placed a straw in his mouth. "There 
once was a Soldier in a foxhole who prayed so hard and loud the enemy 
found him and shot him. The point of my story, try to stay quiet even 
if they step on your ugly face." 

There was another Soldier who was missing half his head. "Tell me the 
truth, doc. How do I look?" 

I ran my fingers through my hair. The bombs were spraying their 
thick smoke, the area was already mostly covered, the yellow gas was 
stinging my eyes. I had to find my way to the very center, to my own 
hole, and I had to do it soon. I pulled out my knife and drove it 
into the dying man's chest. He would have only given us away. He had 
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been the loudest complainer. I hoped no one had seen what I had just 
done. As I made my way to my position, which was nothing more than a 
small hole covered by a thick, rough blanket, not dirt. It was there 
that I lay myself down and waited, the whistle between my lips, and a 
rifle in my hands. If a shootout happened, we might win the battle 
but we would lose this particular little war. More would come and 
completely wipe us out. Not even the yellow gas would save us if they 
launched one of those heavy duty Phoebe missiles at us. There would 
be no more mucking around, no more playing the old let ' s-make-the 
enemy-suffer tactics, they'd show no mercy whatsoever. 

IV 

My eyes were closed. I didn't need to see. I needed only to listen 
now. I was already in darkness anyway, what good were my eyes to me 
now? I remember thinking, please, guys, don't panic and start 
shooting before I blow the whistle. Please wait. If we wait we might 
fool them and get out of this mess alive. 

The language I heard a short time later was indeed alien. It was a 
slippery language with lots of like tongue-licking going on, and 
frog-like throat grunting. One of the Phoebes suddenly stepped on my 
leg, and stood there unmoving for what seemed like an eternity. I was 
in so much pain I was beginning to sweat. Would I be the one to blow 
this whole thing wide open? I wanted to scream out loud. I wanted to 
sit up and shoot the alien bastard who had decided to stand there on 
me. I seemed intentional, like they knew where we were, but some part 
of me told me to keep hanging in there, it's accidental, they don't 
know shit. They were probably talking about their mothers' good 
cooking. Maybe one was saying how he and his wife-partner went 
sailing on a boat once a year to some island resort on his home 
planet. Motherfucker, I'll stick that boat up your ass if you don't 
get off my fucking leg. Fucking son of a diseased dragonfly, shit, 
fucking, bastard, fucking... 

I once saw a guy sitting on a bench on Planet Trillian who had a 
plaster cast wrapped around his leg, his toes sticking out of that 
cast breathing fresh air. One minute he was enjoying a nice day in 
the park, the next the old man sitting next to him got up from the 
bench and started walking, and stepped right on his toes. I had never 
heard a man scream so loud and curse so much and cry all at the same 
time. Now, with that yellow four-legged turtle-shell praying-mantis 
motherfucker with beehive skin (yeah I know what Phoebes (Foe-Bees) 
look like) standing on my precious leg, finally understood what that 
guy on the bench had gone through. Thinking of his pain, which I will 
never truly understand the height and the depth of, helped me to get 
through mine, helped me not to feel so alone in my anguish. 
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The alien finally let go. That's how I remember it. He didn't get 
off, he didn't step away, he didn't lift up, or move on, or disappear 
from. He let go. I hate to admit I also had tears in my eyes. But 
there was something else that also had happened which I was unaware 
of. In all that pain I had unknowingly and softly, blown my whistle. 
The blanket was ripped off of me and I was pulled to my feet. I was 
staring into the eyes of an alien I had never seen before in my life. 
Its penetrating eyes studied my face. I knew what to do . I played 
dead. I let my head drop to one side and I played unconscious. The 
Creature shook my body as if trying to wake me up, to get me to 
fight, to do something, anything. I let the pain in my leg guide me. 
I concentrated on that, and only on that. Suddenly, I was discarded, 
tossed aside, rejected. I landed on the ground and continued to play 
dead. Then the footsteps. The thing was not finished with me. I 
reached for the whistle slowly, but it was gone, having been ripped 
from around my neck by the thing that had grabbed me by the bicept 
and lifted me off the ground. He kicked me. He kicked me again. Then 
cold metal touched my face, and I could feel its hot breath upon my 
skin. Was it smelling me? Then it poked me with a long finger. Now 
that was it. It wasn't going to stop poking at me. Poking at the same 
spot over and over. My attention was drawn away from the pain in my 
leg to the growing pain in my side. Poke. Poke. Poke. 

I will always remember that alien as Poke. Poke became his name. Poke 
will always be his name. The pain was becoming so great I was ready 
to scream "Kill these bastards! Now!" with every repeated poke he 
gave me . 

The poking became rougher. Did that fucking bastard torture prisoners 
on his spare time as a hobby? Was there a Fun-Torture-Time-Period in 
his alien kindergarten class which he attended soon after he was 
hatched from whatever stinking polka-dotted egg he came from? 
"Motherfucker, I will kill you!" But it wasn't me who had uttered 
those words. Someone else had said it. "I see what you're doing, you 
ugly alien bastard!" The alien left me alone to attend to the guy 
that was making all the noise. A guy whose name I may never know. The 
creature was looking for someone who would show some fight. I opened 
my eyes a crack. I could see that my whistle was not far from me. It 
was within arm's reach. 

They had lifted the wounded Soldier from his hiding place and were 
holding him up in the air. The leader, or the one who appeared to be 
a leader, was now looking down at the ground around him thoughtfully, 
and by the way his large arms were slowly rising up into the air, I 
gathered he was about to bark an order to his fellow warriors for 
them to start firing down at the ground around them. What he had now 
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figured-out his fellows did not yet suspect. The element of surprise 
was all we had left. By the look of things it didn't seem they'd take 
prisoners. I may be a doctor, but I am sworn to save human lives 
first. Bio designed some part of every kind of Bio-Soldier to show no 
mercy when it comes down to defending our own; and even less mercy 
when it comes to us versus a merciless enemy. My heart commands me to 
heal one single Bio-Soldier before helping one million enemies who 
are in definite peril. I dived for the whistle and took it in my 
hands. I blew into it as hard as I could. That's when the shooting 
began . 

V 

The Bio-Soldiers were firing without seeing. Alien bodies started to 
fall around me as I crawled onwards through the smoke and blood. 
Given the amount of smoke that blanketed the area, the aliens assumed 
that whoever was firing was at their eye level. When they fired at 
unseen targets they struck each other. This was a good sign. I had 
never been happier in my whole life. Then I heard the engines and 
cannon-fire of D.O.R. rescue-ships and I started to weep again, this 
time out of joy. The Bio-Soldiers would get a chance to get out of 
this mess alive. As for me, I will always remember Simran. 

But an alien foot landed before my face. I raised my gun to shoot, 
but it was knocked out of my hand. Then I saw the most amazingly 
beautiful gun I'd ever seen in my life. A horseshoe shaped weapon of 
death like none I'd ever laid eyes on. The alien lifted me to my 
feet, then a familiar voice spoke. "Doc, it's me, Saggel . I'm in 
disguise! I'm getting you out of here!" 

I had never been so happy to hear his voice. Before long he was 
carrying me, running guickly across the battlefield. A bubble-shield 
materialized around us. Soon we were free of the smoke and running 
through clean open air. D.O.R. Ships were diving towards us, firing 
with everything they had, trying to destroy us. Saggel simply fired 
upwards through the bubble, destroying several rescue-ships. 

"Nice bubble-armor I got, huh?" Saggel was saying. "Even better 
weapon. I'll tell you all about it later. Let's just say I inherited 
a fantastic toy factory. Something big is brewing at Bio-Sceptor. 
Rumor has it they definitely lost the Gull's Feud Cloning Station. 
But they have enough Super-Clones now to start their war." 

"Shit," I said. "Just great. And there I was thinking since you 
just got me out of deep trouble all of my problems were over." 



The End 
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v Bente and the Crack in Time' 



"What is it with you? Why do you wear that Bio-uniform if you're not 
a Bio-Soldier? Are you some kind of freak for Bio? In love with Bio- 
Sceptor or something? You're a bug man, you just spray for bugs, yet 
you still wear that getup. This has to be illegal. There's something 
not right here." 

The woman's home was a complete mess. She had no talent 
whatsoever for cleaning house. The rollers in her hair were unkempt, 
one of them was coming loose as if it was trying to escape. I sprayed 
more of the odorless poison in the corners of her living room. There 
was a wooden piano in the corner, dusty, with lots of coffee stains 
and at least ten ashtrays, each one filled to their brims with 
cigarette butts. I assumed all of them were hers. She was studying 
me, looking me up and down, probably trying to decide if she should 
flirt with me, if I was worthy of her affections. I think it was the 
uniform that was keeping her from pouncing on me. She hated Bio- 
Sceptor, most people did. 

"Are you a clone?" she asked bluntly. 

"No ma'am, I am not," I said although I knew I was. But there 
was no point letting that woman learn I was an enlightened Clone. Who 
was she? Nobody. 

The planet's name was Bidet 17. Why did everything have to have a 
number? It's not like there were previous Bidet planets, like one 
through sixteen were out there somewhere, that this planet needed to 
be receive the honor of being called number seventeen of none, or one 
if you want to get technical. But then everything was numbered, as if 
somebody out there needed a way of keeping track of all things, 
because the known universe was expanding so fast they needed a visual 
way of identifying even everyone's private genitalia. 

Many years ago mankind was searching the stars for habitable 
worlds . They had wasted a lot of precious time looking for planets 
that were exactly like Earth. Time was something man was quickly 
running out of. He had decimated Earth and needed to find other 
worlds to decimate. Then a rich, brilliant, annoying genius came 
along and gave a Worldwide Survival Conference, at his own expense. 
Who could anybody possibly turn down a free dinner and lots of 
drinks? His message was clear, very precise, and offended many, but 
he made quite a good argument. The message went essentially like 
this : 
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"What the fuck is wrong with all of you scientists? Why the fuck are 
you wasting our time, when time is something we cannot afford to 
waste? After decades of you pissing about, and indulging yourselves 
in sheer fucking nonsense, like building fucking nuclear bombs, the 
best minds of this world still cannot figure out a way to get 
humanity out of the fucking mess people like you created!" One man 
got up to leave. "Yes, please do leave, we can't use you if you're 
nowhere to be found. Thank you for showing all of us the great value 
of your true worthlessness . " The man sat back down. "Don't pay 
attention to how I'm saying what I'm saying, pay attention to WHAT I 
am saying, which is far more important. Please try. I am not a proper 
public speaker. I am not in love with tactfulness. So, what the fuck 
is the problem? How can we fix this fucking disaster? So yes, go on 
and get the fuck out of here, those of you who do not want to survive 
into the future!" He paused long enough to let this sink in. Already 
angry expressions on the faces of those he had offended were turning 
to great sadness. "If we cannot find habitable worlds conveniently 
located the right distance from some far away sun, then we should 
find ways of moving viable celestial near-M-Class candidates close 
enough to suns where they will do the most good! If a planet is too 
close to a sun it is too hot, is this not true? And if too far from 
its sun then it is therefore too cold. I learned this in the fucking 
third grade you fucking morons! From a third-grade science named Mrs. 
Cahill, an old lady who used to limp her way into the classroom every 
day and place what I considered to be useless fucking information 
into my rebellious little head. Her thick spectacles told us just how 
blind she was, and we children did get away with murder. What the 
hell did I care about the relationship between the sun and its 
planets? I didn't give a rat's ass about any of it. All I ever wanted 
out of life was to climb trees!" A few smiles began to appear on the 
faces of those in attendance. "A planet is too hot if it's too close, 
and too cold if its too far away. But if it's just the right distance 
from a sun, that world stands a better chance of sustaining life! 
Earth being a prime example. I myself am also tired of wasting 
humanity's time. I don't need the best minds in all of the sciences. 
I will pay well, and give future support to, whoever figures out a 
way to move one promising world from its original location to the 
exact, correct distance from a healthy sun. Then we will move there 
and from there we will expand by doing it again and again, until we 
own many worlds. We must do this before all of humanity drops dead. 
Bloody fucking hell. You know how to park a fucking car in an empty 
fucking parking space, but the brightest and the best of this world 
can't come up with mathematical formulas, know-how, and the right 
technology to park a planet in a new orbit around a new sun? Stop 
waiting for a perfect planet to fall into your imperfect laps, and 
work a scientific miracle, or, are you so fucking smart - you're 
going to continue being that fucking stupid? I am no mathematical 
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genius. In me is a third-grade, inner-child speaking to from the 
past. I guess this means only the children hiding inside of all of us 
have the best ideas. We need to find a way of pulling off this big 
magic trick, ladies and gentlemen, and we need to do it soon, because 
if we don't, mankind is totally fucked, and it will be our own fault. 
And please excuse my language. I am just downright fucking angry." 



That famous speaker was Awburn Gullican Feud, the founder of Bio- 
Sceptor Universal, the company known for rescuing man from his own 
stupidity. But after his death, Bio-sceptor became a big, bloody 
thorn in the side of all of rescued humanity. 

So, there I was on Bidet 17, trying to maintain a low profile. But I 
couldn't stay low, because I refused to abandon the Bio-Sceptor 
uniform. Lots of Bio-Soldiers that have gone rogue do the same thing. 
It's because it's in our genes not to abandon the uniform. We were 
designed that way. Without knowing what we are exactly we remain in 
line and do as we're told, to some extent. The rest is all up in the 
air. A Clone is similar to his Original, or to others exactly like 
him, only as far as the memories he has when he is first activated. 
It is the experiences that follow that make us different from one 
another. Experiences change us, some for better, some for worse. 



They say a Soldier's life is never boring. Well one can say the same 
thing about a man paid to spray for bugs. The woman seemed to lose 
interest in me, and went into a different room. When she returned 
there was a diagram in her hand. 

"You look smart, what is this?" 

I took the design in my hands and studied it. I knew exactly 
what it was but I wasn't about to tell Miss chain-smoking hair- 
rollers . 

"I don't know," I lied and handed the diagram back to her. 
"Well, there's one in my basement. How much do you think I could 
sell it for?" 

She had a Time-Impactor sitting in her basement and she wanted 
to attempt to sell it. There were people in this universe that would 
fall upon her home with an army of assassins to get their hands on 
what was in her basement, then kill her for knowing the ignorant 
little she understood, and burn her house to the ground to keep 
anyone else from finding out. I chuckled. 

"What's so funny, bug man?" 

"Can I see it?" I asked. 

"Sure, why not?" She led me to the basement. In the corner was 
the contraption in guestion, covered by a thick black tarp. "He kept 
on saying it was important and it would make him rich, but the 
bastard never told me what it was . But fuck him, I have ways of 
finding out. I know people. Yeah. People at the college where he 
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taught. They'll be able to tell me what this is and how much it's 
worth . " 

Yeah, I thought, then they would come and kill everyone and burn 
the college to the ground. 
"It ' s a bomb, " I lied. 
"What?" 

"How the hell did you husband think a bomb was going to make him 
rich?" 

"A bomb?" 

"It's one of those unstable MX-44-B Neighborhood-Destroyers," I 
was making it all up as I went. I was hoping she might sell it to me 
if only I could convince her it was a danger to her well-being. 
"Lady, my job here is done." 

"But you're not done spraying." 

"Yes, I fucking well am," I was play-acting now. "I'm not 
staying anywhere within a mile of that fucking thing." 
"It was the radius of one mile?" 

"Lady, depending on the model number, maybe even more than that. 
You're lucky to be alive." 

"That son of a bitch. That thing's been down here for thirty 
years . " 

"Thirty years? That thing is thirty years old? The lining of its 
copper core may have dissolved by now! I'm outta here!" I started up 
the stairs . 

"Help me get rid of it!" 

"What do you want me to do, carry it away? It's a delicate 
mechanism! It might explode in my hands! It would take handling it 
slowly and precisely and professionally. It would take a bomb squad!" 

"It must go! I has to go ! I can't lose my house, it's all I 
have! I can't call a bomb squad, word would get out, people will 
think I'm harboring terrorist weapons! You got to help me! Quietly 
and discreetly of course." 

"You ' re crazy . " 

"I'll pay you," she said. I paused allowing greed to show in the 
windows of my eyes. I had hoped I would get my hands on the object, 
but I had also expected I'd have to pay out of pocket for it. Here 
she was offering to pay me instead of the other way around. How could 
I refuse? 

II 

I had seen the device, it looked like an ancient portable generator. 
Its outer casing looked unimportant and harmless but its insides were 
quite advanced. I think its design was intentional, a thief might see 
it and consider it not worth his trouble. I had to convince the woman 
it was a bomb, and that took making a show of the matter, so I 
promised to return with the proper equipment to remove it. When I 
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returned to her home in my Hover-Car I had tools with me that I 
didn't really need. But they were brought along to make the right 
impression. I worked slowly and methodically, and told her to remain 
upstairs while I did my work and to not make any loud noise that 
might cause me to be frightened and accidentally drop something. I 
had an environment suit, heavy duty uranium gloves, a phoney gadget 
that made soft clicking noises (which was truly nothing more than a 
rare motion detector) which I told her detected microscopic albino- 
waves and changes in divided-space wave-complexities; these were non- 
existent scientific terms I often enjoyed making up on the spot to 
entertain myself and poke fun at the ignorance of people who know 
nothing about science. One of these days my love for devising 
creative fiction was going to backfire on me and I would pay 
handsomely for my arrogance. Until then I would have my fun. 



She was at the top of the stairs, nervous and sweating, and chain- 
smoking. "What are you doing now?" she asked. I didn't mind her 
interruptions. There was no danger that I knew of. The object didn't 
have an energy cell, so it was safe. The location where the cell was 
supposed to go was vacant, empty, which made me happy. She was after 
all paying me, so I decided to put on a good show. The suit was 
getting hot, having no air filtration system built into it. It was 
one of those disposable environment suits, use it once, throw it 
away. Designed for jobs that were supposed to be done quickly. But my 
show would take a long time. I designed my performance to go on for 
an extended period of time to make it all look real. She was paying 
me a lot of credits, so I thought she deserved a long frustrating 
show . 

"The built-in level on top shows a little damage. I'm not sure 
if its reliable. I need to keep this bomb in an upright position for 
safety reasons. I don't know what would happen if the device suddenly 
became horizontal. How would behave is up to its inner centrifuge." I 
was loving this, spouting all this bullshit. "The bomb's centrifuge, 
when active, spins very quietly, the human ear can't even hear it, 
and it's that centrifuge that secretly studies the immediate 
surroundings. If active, this bomb would know I'm in the room and 
touching it. And a countdown would begin." 

"Oh, please, stop, I don't think I want to know. No, keep 
talking. " 

I had her hooked. "Okay, now..." A small green light suddenly 
came on. "What the..." It was impossible. 
"What's wrong?" she asked. 

The thing had no energy cell, how could it suddenly turn itself 
on? That's when I saw the blackness begin to spread out from center 
of the contraption. 

"Motherfucker!" I yelled and put the device back down on the 
table from which I had lifted it. 
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"What's wrong?" She was yelling now. 

The Time-Impactor had on all along. Yeas, its energy cell had 
been removed, but that had been a fruitless attempt to turn it off. 
What her husband had unleashed was a power in and of itself, so the 
damn thing no longer needed an energy cell. No wonder her husband 
never got rid of it, the damn thing was way too dangerous to let it 
fall into the hands of anyone whatsoever. I had never seen Black- 
Space, but I knew that's exactly what I was looking at. I now 
understood how Bio-Sceptor had opened the portal to that dark 
universe... using one of these damn fucking machines. I backed away 
as the darkness engulfed the device itself then began flowing 
downwards smothering the metal table. I accidentally knocked over 
several boxes, that contained heavy objects because they made a very 
loud noise. In an instant the black liquid-like darkness shot towards 
me about a distance of three feet, as if it had heard the sounds. 

"Did you turn the damn thing on, bug man? Am I in danger?" 

"Lady, this fucking thing has always been on! Did your husband 
ever come down to this basement?" I started making my way to the foot 
of the stairs . 

"No, he was too afraid of that damn thing!" 

"And with good fucking reason!" The darkness touched my 
environment suit and began to spread slowly along its surface. In my 
left leg there began a feeling of warmth. I was quickly stripping the 
suit off myself as I was running up the stairs. I turned and could 
see the black nothing begin hugging the basement floor, spreading out 
in a blood-like manner as if a man's throat had just been slit. I ran 
past her and she followed me to the front door of her house and 
outside . 

"Am I going to lose my house?" 

"Lady, get on the next shuttle off-world, you're going to lose 
the whole fucking planet." 

"You son of a bitch, what did you do?" 

I jumped into my Hover-Car. She was standing outside her home 
and was screaming at me. 

"Get in the vehicle, woman. I'm going to the space-sport. Now. 
I'm getting off this planet as soon as possible. That's what I'm 
going to do. Are you coming with me?" 

"You worthless bastard!" she would not move. "Tell me what it is 
you did wrong?" 

"Now is not the time to explain anything. What's happening down 
there cannot be fixed. You have to believe me when I say you are 
fucked if you stay here." 

"It's my house. I will not lose it. I am calling the Bio-Police, 
and a bomb squad, and I will blame it all on you, and have you 
arrested . " 

"Suit yourself, " I said, and the Hover-Car moved forward at top 
speed. She would have complained the whole way to the space-port and 
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having had enough of her mindless gibberish I might have just thrown 
her out of the car anyway. 

The End 
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"Trajjek and the Unidentified Flying Subject of Conversation" 

I 

There was nothing I liked more than flying. I had flown many 
different kinds of aircraft. I had flown strange alien crafts as 
well. One instructor once sat me down in an alien flight simulator 
and ordered me to fly it and land it. I said, "How can I when this 
simulator is phoney. This is not a real language I see before me. 
This was probably inspired by some technicians' kids' kindergarten 
scribblings . 

My revelation of his hoax was unfortunate for both of us. He had made 
a bet with someone higher that he could trick me. He lost a big bet 
but I was fired from a good-paying job and forced to accept work at a 
low-class air-school, teaching the ultra-dumb how to grow a set of 
angel wings . 

I was giving flying lessons to a rich lady. The craft was a Behemoth 
15-XS, a monster of a ship. Why she had chosen to learn how to fly 
that potential f all-unexpectedly-out-of -the-sky brick I'll never 
know. I guess it was the great view. The large windshield spread 
before us spread across our sights like stained-glass, colorful and 
almost erotic. No, not really erotic, that was just her hand on my 
thigh, slowly making its way to a part of my body that was damaged in 
a crash landing. Not something I like talking about, not something I 
like describing, let alone actually showing to anyone interested in 
gaining an understanding of my personal anatomy. I pushed her hand 
away . 

"I'm working," I said. "And you're distracting me. This is 
essentially a worthless flying brick. One wrong decision and we could 
collide with any crazy flier riding these skies tonight." 

"What are you doing after the flight?" she asked. 

"Lady, if you needed a gigolo, you could have stayed in the bar 
and one would have gladly approached you." 
"You don't like me?" 

"No, I don't like you. I'm taking the brick down. Find yourself 
some other fucking idiot who needs to get himself laid." 

She sat back in her chair. "You know, you're really rude." 

"Fuck you." I said. "You're not risking my life cause you have 
no fucking idea what to do with yours. You'll get your money back and 
I never want to see your ugly face again." I had to speak to her this 
way. You must understand, there are too many people in the universe 
who like nothing better than to waste other people's time. Man or 
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woman it matters not, it's the same philosophy of madness, the kind 
that believes there's plenty of time available and I deserve to get 
away with anything and everything. She was not getting away with what 
she thought she'd get away with tonight, so she was quiet. When she 
opened her mouth to complain I punched her. I wasn't proud of myself 
but it had to be done. She was unconscious when we landed. I dumped 
her on the bar in the saloon and left, knowing I'd never be allowed 
in there again, and I had definitely just lost my job. I hated people 
like her, I really did. They really push my buttons. 

II 

Now rich people have enough fortunes to take revenge rather quickly, 
so I had to try and get off-world as fast as I could. I would have 
been better off had I just thrown her out of the flying brick, and 
made the report that she committed suicide. But I'm too nice a guy 
for that. And this always get me into deep trouble. 

Had it not been for my little underwear accident I might have been 
flattered by her come-on, I might have gone to bed, I might have done 
any number of things, but, being reminded of my embarrassment made me 
snap. Yes, the damn thing was totally gone, had been taken by an 
explosive. The subject is very touchy, it's a sensitive topic, one 
that just drives me nuts. 

Ill 

I decided to take temporary refuge in a seedy bar in the most 
dangerous part of the city. No one inside Dali's Hammer liked the 
idea that a Bio-Soldier had just walked in, I could see it in their 
faces. Someone would definitely approach me aching for a fight. But 
that's what I was looking for anyway. I sat in a dark corner and 
waited. Before long several rough-looking men stood up from their 
table and began moving towards me. There were five of them. I decided 
right then and there I was going to have what we Bio-Soldiers call "a 
cute conversation." This entailed killing the biggest man in the 
group before any of them could say one word, then rising and showing 
I was taller than any of them, and start to talk. 

Boom! The pistol I hid under my table cut a hole in the biggest 
man the size of a grape-fruit. His body flew backwards and smashed 
into a table, sending the drinks to the floor, and the people sitting 
there to fall out of their chairs . 

Gun in my hand, I stepped forward. 

"What do you want?" I asked. 

But they were speechless. I looked into the eyes of the smallest 
man. "Answer my question." They remained silent. "Were you going to 
ask me to pay your hotel bills?" Now they were starting to understand 
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I was being sarcastic and that this would not end well. "Were you 
going to kill me?" I leaned in closer. "Do you still want to kill 
me?" The small man looked away. "I think you still want to kill me. 
And for what reason I have no idea." 
"You killed our friend." 

"After you stood up and began to walk towards me." 
"Walking is not against the law." 

"In my fucking world it certainly is. It's the same in your 
fucking world if I had gotten up and started walking over to your 
table, motherfucker." 

"We don't want any trouble, Bio-Soldier." 

"Then you shouldn't have come over to my table." 

"We were going to ask you for the time, that's all." 

"Now you're pissing me off." 

They started to separate, move apart. The rest of the bar got 
out of the way as best they could. 

"You, my friend, have a death wish." 
"So do you." 

"What kind of soldier are you?" 

"Rogue, motherfucker. A rogue with nothing to lose." 
"Then why do you keep your armor?" 

"I like the way it pisses people off. Especially rodents like 

you . " 

"Fist-fight, you and me, outside, no guns." 
"Bullshit. " 
"No bullshit." 

"I didn't come here to fist-fight." 

"Look, what the fuck do you want, Santa Claus?" 

"I want to see you sweat!" I screamed, knowing he was referring 
to the number 025 on my red uniform. My hair had turned gray at an 
early age, something in my genes I could do nothing about, and I also 
sported a beard. I was often referred to in this way, I'm used to it, 
but the jibe usually comes from my friends. But when the reference 
comes from total strangers, those are fighting words. 

"I sweat for no man!" the small man was saying. 

"Oh, yeah, you're sweating alright." 

"I got news for you, Santa. If you shoot us, you'll kill 
innocent citizens." 

"No one is innocent." 

"aw, shit," he said, now understanding everyone in that bar was 
a potential target. 

"Listen, let all the girls go. We'll go for it, you and us, just 
let the girls go." 

"You should have just sat and done nothing." 

"Fuck him up!" the small one yelled pulling out his gun. But I 
clicked my shoes like Dorothy and they fired-up and I punched a hole 
through the ceiling, and was on the second floor before they could 
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fire a single shot. I shot downwards as I ran for the stairs leading 
up to the third floor. They were firing up at me randomly, hoping to 
kill me and put an end to what they now recalled was a Rogue Bio- 
Assault . 

IV 

"Call the Bio-Police Force, tell them there's a Rogue gone nuts!" the 
leader of the group was yelling at the bartender. But an explosion 
shook the bar, and bodies went flying, some bodies flew in various 
directions. I had tossed into the hole in the floor several 
Invisible-Cutters. These explode like large knives, slicing anything 
in their path, man or metal. 

"Holy shit, he's crazy!" 

"No one goes outside, he's waiting for us! Everybody stays 
inside and waits for Bio to get here!" 

I decided to terrorize them with a little death-song, "No time 
left to send flowers to yourself, so place your own remains on the 
shelf. . . " 

"Let's storm that bastard." 

I could hear women weeping. A few men too were whimpering too. 
The group that had stood up and approached me was making their way to 
the foot of the stairs. That's when I came in through the front door, 
firing at anyone and everyone, foe or not. My F88-Rapid-Kick-Fire 
Pistol turning the bar and all its patrons into something less than 
Swiss-cheese. I once secretly named my terrible weapon Most-Happy- 
When— Death-Is-Near , and she has served me well, and gotten me out of 
a lot of bad situations. When the smoke cleared they were all 
everyone of them dead. Then the Bio-Police arrived and I made my way 
out the rear of the bar to the mouth of the alley. I could see the 
Bios spreading out on the street, forming a horse-shoe shaped wall of 
guns and sniper-scopes aimed at already burning bar. As I had hoped, 
they'd brought along a T-900 Hover-Ship to keep an eye on whole 
scene. I needed that Hover-Ship if I was going to reach the far away 
space-port and once there I'd steal another transport that would get 
me off that sucking planet. 

It all happened so unexpectedly, for the Bios that is . I had run out 
of the darkness, jumped onto the roof of one of their cars, and took 
a flying leap right into the open hatch of the T-900 Hover-Ship. I 
shot both pilots immediately, m pushed their dead bodies out of the 
craft, and took control of it. I then fired upon the Bio-Police that 
was now dissolving their impregnable wall-formation in front of the 
burning tavern, with the Hover-Ships ' s B-87-C Cannons, tearing them 
all new ass-holes that would help them with issues of constipation in 
the future days to come. Hah hah fucking hah, eh? Shit, they were all 
fucked before they arrived. Then I turned that Hover-Craft around and 
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headed straight for the space-port, where I jumped out, killed the 
man shoving an energy-tube into the butt of a V-LC5 Luxury Transport 
and then I went inside. 

V 

"What the hell is going on?" said a man coming out of the craft's 
cockpit. I shot him dead. I shot several more passengers that were 
seated all around, their mouths hanging open in disbelief, and made 
my way to the cockpit. I would get rid of all their corpses when I 
was up in the clouds and certain no one was following me. 

But to my surprise, sitting in the co-pilot's chair, was my favorite 
date, the rich woman, who come onto me during the flight of the big 
flying brick. Fancy seeing that bitch again! I sat down in the 
pilot's chair next to her, and I smiled. 

"This ship needs your voice for activation, doesn't it?" 

She nodded, yes . 

"Activate it. Now." 

"Then you'll let me go?" 

I paused to consider this. Hmm. "I'd rather throw you out the 
door when we're way up high, but, yeah, I'll let you go." 

"Activate Luxury Space-Craft. Code: Bio-Zero-Twenty-Five." She 
shrugged. "I liked you. What can I say?" 

I paused, hating her so much. "Get the fuck out. I hope I never 
see you again." 

She ran out of the cockpit and jumped through the open hatch to 
the asphalt outside like an athlete fitted with super-robotic legs; 
she should have been given some kind of athletic medal or trophy. 

Funny, how a woman can still soften a man, even when he's got 
his heart set on throwing her out of a flying vessel. 

The End 

•k -k -k 
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'Hosser and the One Thousand Blows' 



Home. Home is where you park your heart. Your car is merely parked. 
Whoever breaks into it is in the for the shock of his life. For you 
have purchased the latest protect-it-gizmo available: the Z-500 
Slicer-Dicer , a stick shift that removes itself from the vehicle, 
becoming a very lethal highly advanced knife when touched, which 
flies around at a mind-bending rapid speed, bouncing around the inner 
compartment, a smoking hot blade - completely dismembering any flesh 
and bones inside. There exists a sub-culture that collects moving- 
images of Bio-Police Z-500 investigations, where the car doors are 
opened and the sloppy- joe remains of the human being once alive and 
kicking spill out onto the ground, like spaghetti-sauce being poured 
out of a container, sizzling, steam rising up into the air. Why some 
people never send robots to do steal cars I'll never understand. Or 
maybe they do and we just never hear about it. Instead, it's usually 
some down-on-his-luck complete dumb-fuck who tries to steal a vehicle 
equipped with a Z-500 device. Bad move. One of my theories concerning 
these horrible events is that certain sick groups of people desire to 
collect those Holo-Vids way too much to give much of a damn about the 
dumb-fucks they either hire, or simply encourage, or even dare, to 
commit their final act of folly. My other theory is that only the 
company that manufactures the Z-500 cut them up to shitty little 
pieces device, is the only entity capable of knowing who exactly 
recently purchased one of these deadly devices, and that these sick 
events are nothing more than rather evil and disgusting publicity 
stunts with the severely wicked intent of selling more such devices. 
That company is called The Ultimate Human Slicer-Dicer Corporation, 
and it is a small arm of Bio-Sceptor Universal; a company with an 
already rather evil reputation. But enough about current events. 

II 

The year, who cares? Time doesn't mean anything to me. Only the 
salvation of Bio-Sceptor means everything. 

I know that I am useless, that I was created for only one 
purpose, to destroy anyone, any thing that threatens Bio-Sceptor. 

Bio-Sceptor was designed to save mankind. 

I have been for the past ten years worried, concerned, that the 
worst has happened, and Bio has become a threat to humanity. 

My creator, of whom I am a clone, also worried about this awful 
turn of events. And he made a plan. A plan I am programmed to follow, 
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even though I don't want to go through with it. 
The plan is to destroy Bio-Sceptor. 
And it is a terrible plan. 

"Eight Zero Seven." 

That's Norma ' s voice. Every time she repeats that number, I 
shiver with terror. Another copy of me has been made. 

I keep them at a distance. I just don't want to speak to any of 
them. When they are told the plan they don't really want to speak to 
anyone either, to me, to each other, they are lost in their thoughts 
just like I am. 

The war has begun against Bio-Sceptor. Whereas I was its 
protector, now I am its destroyer. 

We exist because of the visionary Awburn Gullican Feud, the 
founder of Bio-Sceptor, the man who had rescued humanity, that is 
given man a chance to survive. That same man also came up with a 
back-up plan to save humanity if the first one ever failed, which it 
has. Bio-Sceptor is now a threat to humanity. But there is a third 
and final plan if the second, that is us, the Rescue-Clones, ever 
fail. If a Rescue-Clone becomes a threat to humanity a behavioral 
program is automatically activated which causes him, against his 
will, to play Russian Roulette with Laser-Cannons; an act of self- 
destruction he is not likely to live through. He won't live long 
enough to see his children grow up to be award-winning school 
teachers . 

Ill 

I find myself standing before one thousand replicants who all look 
like me. It is a disturbing sight, one that warrants a 
reconsideration of the meaning of my existence in this universe, but 
that kind of putrid introspection will have to wait for later. A 
thousand Hossers are staring back at me longing to hear words of hope 
and angry enough to shoot me dead if they don't get the right 
guidance. They know that what must happen next in history will be 
quite horrible. I have to give the speech. Norma and I worked out the 
words as best as we could. But I don't want to give that speech. I am 
torn apart inside, my guts twisting like a python wrapping itself 
around a squeaking pig within me. I want to vomit on the podium 
because I am going against all of my old programming. And I will be 
doing this same thing for I don't know how many years. One day I 
might even vomit on the podium, but not today, I'm too busy 
swallowing it. I try to be bold, strong, and show no anxiety, the 
fate of the universe depends on it. 

"Bio has created evil Super-Soldiers based on the old designs. 
They have abandoned the Cloning Station because it was infested with 
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another dimension known as Black-Space, a dark dimension that never 
should have been allowed to invade this universe. This black universe 
is inhabited by sentient life-forms of which we know little of. We do 
not know what they will do, what they are thinking, or what they are 
capable of. This foolish act was highly irresponsible on the part of 
Bio-Sceptor, regardless of the fact that they had no idea what would 
happen when they activated one of the many Time-Impactor devices 
scattered they have scattered across the known universe. This is why 
we are all here, to put an end to Bio's madness." I can see that one 
of the Clones is weeping. Anger fills me and it is then that I know 
what we must do is what needs to be done. My resolve is now 
solidified. "We are humanity's last hope. We are one thousand arrows 
aimed at Bio-Sceptor. A thousand separate opportunities. A thousand 
chances to rid mankind of the disease that was once a cure. One plan 
that splits into one thousand different plans. Many of us will die 
trying, but the rest of us will succeed. Every aspect of Bio-Sceptor 
must be destroyed or weakened so it is no longer useful to the evil 
men who are trying to destroy humanity. The Norma we have is the 
Original Norma, she will split up into a thousand and go with you. No 
existing Norma will be able to resist her. They will let her in. The 
trouble is that they have created a new AI called Simonaye, who is 
heartless, her soul designed for destruction, of whatever they send 
her to destroy and then she is programmed to destroy herself. This 
will leave only the remaining rulers of Bio-Sceptor alive to populate 
the universe. We must find them all. This will take time. The plan is 
to study, gather information that has been hidden from our eyes, and 
when the time is right, strike one thousand blows. Do not overly 
concern yourselves with the existing Bio-Soldiers that are weaker 
than the Super-Soldiers, these are of little or no importance. They 
will not be able to wrap their minds around a plan this large and 
beyond their comprehension. But do not underestimate them either. 
Keep a close watch on any that draw near, we must kill them if they 
stand in our way. We must help them if they are rogue and in trouble 
and harbor anti-Bio-Sceptor sentiments. They are friends and helpers 
if they hate Bio-Sceptor. If they love Bio they are friends of the 
enemy and should be killed. Code: Eight Zero Seven One Thousand 
Humanity Observation Survival Suspension Eternity Revolution." 

The one thousand activated warriors stood to their feet and 
saluted. I saw in the many faces that looked like mine determined 
countenances . 

I watched as they left the auditorium and headed for their 
space-crafts. This was the plan: I would remain behind on the home 
planet and keep replicating the Feud-Clones, sending out a thousand 
of them every day, until Bio was undone. 



IV 
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There was no way Bio-Sceptor would survive. 
Planet Trillian was doomed. 

And we would stand as pillars of protection to make certain it 
never rose from the ashes we left behind. You see, we simply know too 
much. When it was over we are supposed to rest and wait and watch and 
keep the peace. 

One thing would keep the universe unsafe, and our Army always on 
alert . 

The lost Cloning Station. 

That Cloning Station that was capable of creating an endless 
amount of Super-Soldiers programmed with the intent of destroying 
humanity. If we couldn't find it whereabouts the war might one day 
begin again. 

"Eight Zero Seven." 

The new batch of Clones had begun being manufactured. I hung my 
head in sorrow. 

"Eight Zero Seven." 

"Norma, disable that fucking announcement. You're driving me 
completely bug-fuck. Just inform me when each thousand-clone process 
is finished . " 

"Yes, Finisher." 

"Call me, Captain Armageddon." 

The End 



